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and alien, growing in dark rough groups, twisted, hoary, lifted out
of legend, There were whole hillsides of blackened stumps that told
a violent tale. For these were the marks of the shepherds, men
who had not taken kindly to the loss of their flocks. In protest they
had come out at night with pitchpine torches and set the forest on
fire; they had left the hills in a sheet of flame, and there were many
peaks, now, that stood brown and bare among the pines, like patches
of mange on the hide of a black pig. Many shepherds, having made
this gesture, escaped to other valleys and lived as outlaws. There
were also seven murderers running uncaught in this part of the forest.
Steep and trackless, it was an ideal hideout. At night they would
steal into the villages for food, or their wives would carry bread to a
rendezvous. Nobody gave them away, though there were rewards
for their capture: fear on the one hand, village loyalty on the other,
kept them safe.

I heard much of Midas, a legendary figure around Stavros, who
had stabbed a man in a fit of jealousy and taken to the woods seven
years ago. He was still free. Many had seen him, but no one would
give him up. They described him as a small but powerful man,
bearded, slung about with cartridge belts and carrying always two
guns. The forest guards were terrified of him.

One such guard came up to Stavros to see Fuller. He had come
to talk about ordinary matters, but it was known that he had stumbled
upon Midas only a week before, and Fuller taxed him with it. The
man would admit nothing. In his smiling, rather contemptuous
way, Fuller teased him, calling him a coward, a sheep, a crawling eel,
a fat-bellied woman. In the end the fellow wept.

'But Midas is a shooting man!5 he kept saying, miserably. 'I
look after the trees, I do not look for Midas/

It was obvious that the forest guards were more fugitive from
Midas than he from them. It was equally obvious that Midas
indulged his sense of humour, whiling away the tedium of exile by
tracking the poor guards down and scaring their shirts off. As
an outlaw he was well organized, and he had friends. Nothing
short of a military expedition would ever capture the man.

From this hill-station of Stavros we planned to drive down to Soli,
on the coast, and from there round the western shores to Paphos.
We came down the valleys that mellowed from wizened pine to bright
green almonds and soapy cherries. It was a beautiful bright morning,
quivering with dragonflies and lizards. It gave me a strong feeling
of boyhood to be among these natural and unkempt woods, I looked
for men in buckskin and fleeces, for boars and stags in flight from
spinning arrows, I strained my ears for the yelping of fox-cubs, I
sniffed for. wild honey.